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gold hair." Alas for the traveller's dreams, the
women he saw in the streets were beautiful indeed,
but black as crows !

Was some caprice of nature subsequent to the
age of the great painters responsible for this dis-
appointment ? Surely not, exclaim our two in-
genious Venetians. The answer is in the writings
of those old beauty doctors, and the disquieting
conclusion forced upon one is that beauty so victori-
ously golden has seldom been the unassisted creation
of nature in any time or country, and that the pre-
ponderance of blond .beauty in all ages has been
rather one of the illusions of art than one of the
eternal verities of ethnology.

Theophile Gautier, it may be recalled, had
a similar disillusionizing experience to that: of the
Abbe de Bernis. He gives the history of it in a
short story called " The Fleece of Gold," in which
you may read how a young French artist, surfeited
with the brunette beauty of his own and other
brunette lands, determined to go to Antwerp in
quest of the blondes beloved by Rubens.

" It is decided," he said to himself. " I will love
a Fleming! "

So he takes the diligence to Brussels, and, as
soon as possible after his arrival, he posts himself
in a spot suitable for observation, and scrutinizes the
promenading fair. But, alas, " he met an incalcu-
lable number of negresses, mulattresses, quadroons,
half-breeds, griffs, yellow women, copper-coloured
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